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was offered one which I accepted, feeling that at least
it could not make me feel any iller. It did not: it went
:o my head so that I felt almost capable of conversation
with Churchill. The doors swung open again, and I
was brought up to him.

" How are you ?   Come into the next room/'

He beckoned me into a large armchair, and offered
ne a drink and a cigar.

"Well/' he said, leaning back, "this is a far cry
:rom Chartwell. And what have you been doing? "

I thought of the gaggle of generals waiting in the ante-
'oom, and explained my plan in a few words.

" I don't want any fit men taken away for this/' he
;aid later.

"They won't be, sir/'

"Very well."

I rose quickly to leave, but he wandered with me to
he door with his arm on my shoulder.

"If they want to invalid you home you must let
hem/'

'' I don't want to go.  There's nothing for me there.''

"You must let them/'

As I walked happily along the corridor which led to
ny room I met the Sister.

" Well, at least you kept your word," she said.

"Of course I did."

"But next time you want to spend an afternoon
rith your girl-friend/' she said, " just tell me outright,
,nd don't tell fibs to make an excuse,   Do you under-*
tand?"
."Yes, Sister/'I said.